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gr&mstis 

Hot  Aclire  ...  (A  Bohemian  Prince,  a  regular  Prince  o’  pals,  whose  sole  prin¬ 
cipal  is  to  promote  the  interest  of  his  subjects,  and  on  dis  cotint  should 
be  commended)  .  Miss  RITA  PERCY 

Kano  ...  (Head  Manger,  not  of  the  Kitchen  Mange  brto£  ‘^Foreeg^^ 

/ 

Killian  ...(A  Fast  Gent,  who,  beating  the  Foresters  at  shooting,  is /or  resting 
on  his  laurals,  or  for  wrestling  for  them)  •••  Mias  E-ObE  WAIiDEN 

Caspar  ...  (A  Mysterious  Medium,  dealing  largely  in  Spirits— A  Rum  fellow, 
and  member  of  several  rifling  corps.  From  being  such  a  remarkable 

welif m“  .h.C  18  ”t°,med  .f  S’Yuitiain  wwiiHT 


Rollo 


(His  firm  friend,  and  a  Rollochlnx  sort  of  chap) 

Miss  CLARA  GRIFFITHS 


Rodolnh  ...  (A  skillful  huntsman,  fond  of  blowing  his  own  trumpet— or  horn 
I  meant -but  of  late,  having  lost  his  skill,  he  was  supposed  to  be 
homte d,  and  consequently  more  ornamental  than  useful HARLAND 

7amiel  (In  propria  person®  an  Inspector  of  Fairy  Police,  but,  as  seen  by 
Caspar,  a  must  inhuman  bobby.  The  Forest  Constable  very  low  Wd 
but  like  all  policemen  areated)  .  Mr.  HENRY  WALTON 

Afynps  (The  Ranger’s  House  Belle,  whom  Rodolph  wishes  to  ring  and  run 
g  Iway  with  Yget  notwithstanding  the  high  tone  of  his  clapper  she  strikes 
one der  to  his  cceur  by  resisting  his  ap peal.)  In  the  Opera  by  the 
Prima  Donna,  in  the  Burlesque  —  Mr.  SYDNL 1  I  YbON 

Ana  ...  (Handmaid  to  Agnes,  very  handsome -if  itmybesaid  ofa  l^y- 
a«d  by  no  means  Anwtique)  ...  •••  miss  ahmuau 

Fairy  Protection  i 


E 

(Chief  Jvut  Ice  of  the  Fair-eyes  Pole-ice  Station)  ... 

V  Miss  LAURA  ASHBY 

Sergeant  W  X  Flat  ...  (A  wide-awake  constable  who  knows  what  a^0”*ERS 

!  Fairy  attendant  Police,  not  yet ) 
full-grown  constables,  but  mere  (  Mr.  LITTLEMAN 
shoots  from  the  main  (MagneUUx.  SMALLCH1LD 
trunk  / 

Villagers  Police,  Hop-goblins,  Fantoms,  Spectres,  Inn-Spectres ;  &c.,  Street 
Villager  ,  Criers,  Niggers,  Conjurors,  and  Wizards. 

The  Huntsmen,  Rangers,  Spirits,  Ac.,  by  FORTY  LADIES  OF  THE  BALLET 


IV 


SYNOPSIS  OF  SCENERY  AND  INCIDENTS- 


INTRODUCTION. 

HEAD  STATION  OP  THE  FAIR-EYE  POL-ICE  COURT. 

r/  •  i  fiiffinniHoq  Serious  charge.  Drunk  and  Incapable.  Acquitted  with 
Tie  k  e  t  -  of-  L  c  a  v  e,— the  grounds  for  his  acquittal  Zooming  in  the  future.  Departure 

for  earth. 

THE  bTORY. 

Scene  I,  -  VIEW  IN  BOHEMIA.  (Morning.) 

A.  0.  F.,  Standard  Lodge.  Great  Demonstration .  Meeting  of  the  Standard 
Order  of  Foresters.  Contesting  the  prize.  Killian  the  best  shot,  Caspar  b 
terror  The  dreaded  morrow.  Rodolph's  ill  success.  The  firm  1  olieeman. 
“Move  on.”  Grand  voluntary  evolutions 'by 
THE  GREAT  NATIONAL  TROUPE  OF  FAIR  SHOOTERS. 

Scene  2. — A  LONELY  GROVE. 


Rodolph  alone.  Caspar’s  visit.  Dancing  mad. 

Scene  3.— SAME  AS  SCENE  1st  SEEN  FOR  THE  2nd  TIME, 

Though  not  as  seen  be-four  being  Moonlight  Caspar  s  plot  with  the  Police. 
Unfounded  charge.  Attempt  to  make  Rodolph  break  the  Pledge.  His  intem¬ 
perance  and  rage.  Caspar  throws  his  temper  hence ,  and  indulges  m  an  Ami- 
Water  Drinkers’  Society’s  Song.  The  noose  of  the  last  drop.  Caspar  a  conjuror- 
— “  Take  a  card  ”  Proposition  to  mix  up  with  spirits  M  agic  ball  suggestion. 
The  Irish  Rifle.  “  Move  on.”  Burlesque  Italian  Uproar. 

Scene  4.— ROOM  IN  THE  HEAD  RANGER’S  HOUSE. 

A  vart  meant  no  doubt,  for  Agnes,  whose  agonies  increase  on  hearing  that 
Rodolph  intends  visiting  the  Wolfs  Glen.  Caspar  and  Rollo  in  a  fix  I  go,  I 
go,  all  danger  scorning.  Departure  for 

Scene  5.— BOW-WOW  CAVE,  OR  WOLFS  GLEN. 

CASTING  THE  BULLETS. 

Zainiel  in  his  glory.  Arrival  of  Caspar  The  Spider  and  the  Fly.  Rodolph 
having  become  a  candidate  for  the  championship  enters  the  ring 
THE  INVOCATION. 

“  Oh,  Zamicl,  our  double  X  inspector,  area  guardian  and  cold  meat  protector.” 
THE  MIXTURE  AND  CASTING  OF  THE  SEVEN  MAGIC  BALLS. 

The - 


TWO  !  ! 

THREE ! !  ! 

FOUR  111! 

FIVE  !  !  !  !  ! 

SIX  !  !  !  !  .'  t 

SEVEN  ! ! ! ! !  !  I 


Scene  7.— THE  COMMON  ADJOINING  THE  SHOOTING 

GROUND. 

Rodolph  shoots  all  oil  but  one.  He  wants  to  borrow  of  Caspar.  Preparation 
for  the  last  shot.  Try  one  try  all  for  the  trial  The  happy  bride.  “  Oh,  n 
whose  for  the  bank.”  Caspar’s  villiany.  Good  night  to  Rodolph 

Scene  7.— CRYSTAL  PALACE  AND  GROUNDS  SYDENHA 

THE  FORESTERS’  FETE  DAY. 

Meeting  of  the  Standard  Lodge,  A.  0.  F.  Awful  Old  Fellows!.  Open  Lodge 
all  of  the  Order.  REAL  FORESTERS’  BRASS  BAND,  Conductor  Mr.  Ha 
Foresters  dressed  in  their  best.  Arrival  of  the  Prince.  The  stone  *t«r 
Caspar’s  golden  opportunity,  his  precious  stone  statue.  Anew  heud- hitler 
new  observer.  Fire  at.  three.  The  trial  shot.  Caspar  hit.  Appearaq.ee  of 

Detective.  “Come  with  me  to - The  Sentence. 

THE  BRIDE,  THE  BULLET,  THE  BOBBY.  AND  THE  FINISH. 


NOTICE. — The  publication  of  the  details  < 
of  the  transactions  to  take  place  here  are 
suppressed  by  order  of  the  Police;  as 
publicity  being  given  to  the  whole  of  the 
proceedings  may  prejudice  the  public 
mind,  and  consequently  prevent  Caspar’s 
case  having  a  fair  trial.  We  entreat  each 
audience  (like  jurymen)  to  banish  all  re¬ 
ports,  and  to  judge  according  to  the 
evidence  (of  their  oivn  eyes). 


DER  FREISCHUTZ, 

OR, 

THE  BRIDE,  THE  BULLET,  AND  THE  BOBBY. 


SCENE  I  .—The  Fbiry  Police  Station. — Serjeant  Enters  with  keys. 
Chief  Justic«*Protection  rises  and  receives  accounts  from 
Serjeant,  LcK>ks  ofber  it. 

See.  (r.  h.)  S^e  tllfe  Ml  list. 

Pro.  (l.  h.)  Is^lib  whole  schedule  here  ? 

See.  Glance  at  D^is  item  and  you’ll  shed  a  tear  ! 

Pro.  My  best  Peeler,  ZjmieL,  is  down  here,  I  see. 

Has  my  Royal  Prussian  Blue  been  on  the  spree  ? 

See.  Drunk  and  disorderly  I  think's  the  charge. 

Pro.  Too  much  spirits  ? 

gEE.  '  No;  small  beer  and  at  large! 

Pro.  Indeed  !  ^serious  case  it  would  appear ; 

We’ll  try  m^Nfirst.  Bring  the  prisoner  here  ! 

Ser.  He’s  a  violentudi^iracter. 

Pro.  \  v  Take  care 

And  have  the  swkte st  men  that  you  can  spare. 

(Zamiel  is  brought  on  bptwo  little  Policemen,  struggling  violently ) 
(to  Sebjeant)  Serjeant  state  the  case  !  Mind  what  you  say’s  poz. 
See.  Prisoner  was  drunk. 

Zam.  vv  I  wasn’t ! 

Small  Policeman  (  r.H-.)  You  know  you  was  ! 

Zam,  Wait  until  outside,  my  little  man,  you’re  caught. 

I’ll  give  you  one  for  that. 

Small  Policeman  (,L.mJ  Silence  in  Court ! 

Zam.  What,  two  onNorie !  I  say  that  isn’t  fair ! 

SEE.  When  brought  Wni  be  then  began  to  square  ! 

Pro.  Your  case  is  strong  Dcall  witnesses  along,  sir. 

Zam.  They’re  at  the  tap ,  making  their  own  case  stronger  ! 

Pro.  It’s  a  clear  charge.  Only  look  in  his  face ; 

That  evidence  clears  this  dense  and  heavy  case— 

Committed  ! 

2am.  I’ve  had  no  trial ! 

pK0>  Whence  thi»  fury. 

It’s  a  Jamaica  trial— no  Judge  or  Jury  ! 

Your  sentence,  full  of  awe,  I  will  relate.— 

Off  you’ll  go  ! 

Zam.  Let  me  hear  my  awful  fate. 

Pro.  You  have  offended  ’gainst  our  Fairy  Laws, 

And  thus  for  vile  dissension  given  cause ; 

Yet  we’ll  pardon  you  on  one  condition. 

Zam.  Oh,  mighty  judge,  I’m  all  submission  ! 

Peg.  On  earth,  somewhere  in  Germany’s  fair  state - 

Zam.  The  Map  of  Germany’s  altered  much  of  late  ! 
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Pro. 


DER  FREISCHUTZ, 


There  lives  a  Forester,  Caspar  by  name, 

A  rifleman  of  most  unerring  aim, 

Known  as  a  free  shooter,  or  truth  to  tell, 

In  German,  Der  Freischutz,  Der  for  he  shoots  well! 

His  skill,  some  say,  is  due  to  demon  power. 

And  he  himself  believes  it  to  this  hour ! 

The  worst  of  my  recital  clearly  show 
He  wishes  to  ensnare  others,  not  his  foes-* 

This  must  not  be,  so  you  to  earth  go  straight. 

When  there  the  forest  demon  personate./ 

Lead  him  on — do  his  bidding—  terrify  ; 

Bring  him  to  a  knowledge  of  his  infamy. 

This  done,  he’ll  hail  you  as  his  friend  so  firm  ;  ' 

To  our  fairy  circle  you  can  then  return  ! 

Zam.  Wise  judge,  the  required  duty  I  will  do. 

Pro.  He’d  cast  seven  balls,  all  to  speed  quite  true ; 

Six  must  serve  his  turn.  You  hear  me  ?  ’’ 

Zam.  I  do  ! 

Six  you'll  see  his  thirst  for  power  Licences, 

With  the  seventh  I’ll  bring  him  to  llis  senses  ! 

Pro.  Remember  to  no  other  must  you  give  pain, 

And  always  respect  your  head  in  the  main !  (. Mayn# ) 

(to  Police)  Conduct  him  to  the  confines  of  our  land. 

(to  Z  ami  el)  You  stand  under  censure. 

Zam.  I  understand !  (Led  off  by  two  Policemen.) 

Pro.  He’s  off)  the  heart  of  Caspar  to  restore ; 

Comrade,  farewell !  (Serjeant  exit,  l.  h.) 

(to  Audience)  And  Patrons,  Au  revoir  !  (Sinks  through  trap.) 


SC  EKE  II .—View  in  Bohemia.  A  Target,  l.  n.  u.  E.  Guns  fired 
outside  ;  and  Huntsmen  enter  shouting. 

CHORUS  Air  :  “  Then  Hunting  we  will  go.” 

“  'i  hen  Foresters  we  will  be, 

In  the  green  woods  ive’ll  dine  ; 

A  show  day  is  our  time  of  blii-s, 

And  ‘  A.  O.  F.'s  ’  our  sign  !  ’’ 

(Rodolph  enters  r.  h.) 

Rod.  Missed  again,  before  firing,  I  knew  it. 

With  e'en  another  try.  oh,  I  can’t  do’ it;  (duet) 

I  seem  bewitched,  for  no  scores  I’ve  made,  ah, 

I  can’t  help  myself,  tho’  I’m  an  aider,  (ada) 

1st.  Hunt.  Now,  Rodolph,  fire  away.  Why  so  dejected  ? 

(Rodolph  crosses  to  r.  n.  1  e.) 

Rod.  Here  goes  !  (fires.) 

Omnes  Missed ! 

RoD*  xt  T>  ,  ,  Muff’d  as  I  expected ! 

Hang  it ;  I’ve  lost ! 

fcIL'  ™  ,  So  I  have  won.  Strike  up,  band ' 

Rod.  My  arm  failed  me,  or  I  could  have  hit  off  hand  (crosses  L-  n  h 

Music  Lute  Caspar  over  bridge,  he  advance  to  the  front  in 
the  m,romd  tragedy  style,  then  draws  out  his  handkerchief 
m  h  a  white  scull  on  it,  and  blows  Ms  nose  with  a  Imid  noil’ 
The  sound  of  the  Euphonium  in  Orchestra,) 
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Cas.  Ha !  ha  So,  so 

Rollo  Wliat  Caspar  sighing,  vile. 

Cas.  It’s  meet  I  Clasp  Ha,  if  it  suits  my  style. 

Oh,  to-morr<j>w! 

Rollo  Morrow  ?  That’s  not  to-day. 

Cas.  (mysteriouJvy)  An  awful  bill  to-morrow  I  must  pay. 

(Coining  forward  and  looking  round.) 

Have  yot\  *en  old  Boggy,  from  you  know  where, 

I’ve  sold  iMself  to  him — a  Policeman — don’t  stare. 

The  temptation  was  great.  List  to  the  terms. 

Thus  fc*  ^Hlnthe  cold  mutton  that  he  earns 
From  senmstPgirls,  and  half  the  pigeon  pie 
I’m  to  havt^  and  he’ll  have  my  anatomy. 

For  seven  yell’s  I  signed  a  bill,  now  ’tis  due, 

I’m  due  to  jSdisier  Deuce  (points  down).  Let’s  say  a  dieu. 
His  styl«Kv,fas  captivating,  the  time  is  o’er. 

And  hcNTifot  he  kept  a  waiting  any  more. 

He  deceiv^d  me,  he’s  no  cold  mutton  got, 

The  joints,  Vhere  he  comes  from,  are  served  up  hot. 

( crosses  l.  h.) 

Rollo  Why  not  leave  the  force  ? 

Cas.  Can’t  get  my  discharge. 

Lest  I  find  for  Zamiel  another  charge. 

Rodoiph  wiliylo,  he’s  lost  liis  skill  to-day. 

S’Killian’s  w^n,  his  skill’d  almost  s’killed  Rodoiph,  eh  ! 
I’d  leave  the  Country,  but  back  I’d  be  hurled, 

He  has  detectives  all  over  the  world. 

He’d  fin&me  out  if  the  Hemisphere  in — 
dllo  The  Hemisphere, 
cm.  (without)  Ila  !  ha; 

(.  vs.  {trembling)  f  It’ s  him  I’ s  fearing .  (retires  up) 

1  l.  (coming  foh^ard)  I’ve  won  the  prize. 

t  jstes  \  Huzza  l 

1  d.  And  mine  the  loss, 

No  luck,  Fate  plays  with  me  like  pitch  and  toss. 


S  >NG — Killiax.  Aib: — ‘  Why  good  People  are  you  gazing .” — 

Dev  Freischutz. 

Co  ne  s  out  you  rascals,  I’m  be.-t  shot, 

Cut  of  the  way  voir  dirty  lot, 

(to  Rod.)  Ah  I  told  you  I  could  hit, 

And  you  hear  me.  tit,  hit,  hit, 

Chorus. — Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha! 

I’ve  but  to  rai.e  my  gun,  you  see, 

The  bull’s-eye  hit  is  sure  to  be 
Ye t  you  miss  howe’er  you  try, 

Go  home  to  bed,  lie,  lie,  fie, 

Chorus. — Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  l 

Rooolph. 

Don't  try  to  teas**  me  any  more, 

You're  like  your  rifle  a  small  bore. 

I  won’t  put  up  with  it,  I  sty. 

D’ye  understand  me,  go  away. 

Chorus  -  Ila,  ha,  ha,  ha,  lia  ! 


c 
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Rollo  (to  Caspar) 

Mate  shall  we  leave,  or  interfere, 

For  no  row  we’ll  hint  of  here. 

Fighting  is  not  in  my  way, 

.  So  let  quietly  step  away. 

Chorus. — Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Kil.  (shows  star)  Here’s  my  reward,  as  crack  shot, 

Rod.  Crack  shot — Kur — 

Kil.  I‘ll  crack  your  nut. 

Rod.  You’re  nut  able,  sir. 

Since  with  a  gun  you  boast  you’re  so  expert. 

Praps’  with  another  arm  you  may  be  hurt  (struggle). 

Kuno  Hallo,  who’s  this,  what,  upset  our  head  ranger, 

Rodolph,  why  did  you  strike  his  head — stranger. 

Kil,  He  can’t  speak,  he’s  dumb,  yet  he  must  admit 
I  laughed,  because  the  mark  he  missed,  I  hit.'  * 

Pol  (turning  to  Rod)  Rodolph  missed,  Agnes  will  say  strange  this  is. 
You  musn’t  marry,  whilst  so  fond  of  the  misses. 

Kuno  Rodolph  you  used  to  be  a  first-rate  shot. 

Cas.  And  now  you  intend  to  say  he  can’t  _2?op. 

Well,  he’s  in  love,  and  it’s  my  suggestion. 

The  best  poping  he  can  do’s,  Pop  the  question. 

Rod.  To-morrow’s  the  trial  shot,  to  my  sorrow. 

Oh,  ah !  to-morrow. 

Cas.  *  Don’t  any  mote  oh ! 

You  may  win. 

Killian  (to  Kuno)  M.  Kuno  enlighten  us 
What’s  the  trial  shot. 

Kuno  Horrid. 

Kil.  Don’t  frighten  us7 

Kuno  Once  upon  a  time — 

Rollo  (l.il  all  gather  round  a  la  Sonnambula)  I’ve  heard  that  before. 
Kuno  Don’t  interrupt.  Once  on  a  time — 

Cas.  (r.  h.)  Encore. 

'Kuno  Silence.  Once  upon  a  time.  (Detecting  Caspar  in  the  act 
of  speaking').  Sir,  for  shame. 

Cas.  That’s  thrice  on  a  time,  you’ve  said  it  again. 

Kuno  Don’t  heed  him,  whilst  you  hear  me  relate,  how 
A  friend  of  mine  got  himself  in  a  row, 

A  man  was  sentenced  for  shooting  a  Royal  stag, 

To  he  bound  Mazeppa  style  to  a  nag. 

The  Prince  offer’d  a  large  reward  to  he. 

Who  could  shoot  the  nag,  and  set  the  rider  free. 

My  ancester 

Cas.  A  girl,  none  could  resist  her. 

Kuno  I  didn’t  say  girl. 

Cas.  You  said  your  Aunt’s  sister, 

Kuno  My  relative  then,  firing  on  one  knee. 

Despatched  the  deer  alone, 

Cas.  (with  expression  of  contempt)  Oh,  deer’e  me, 

Kuno  It’s  true,  that’s  the  original  trial  shot  tale. 

Some  said  ’twas  a  magic  ball  and  couldn’t  fail. 
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Cas.  Call  that  a  feat,  ’twas  but  a  lucky  knack, 

Why  I,  at  two  yards  could  hit  a  haystack  ; 

Or  better  still,  if  the  wind  did  not  change, 

I  could  hit  a  stag  at  much  shorter  range. 

To  a  voluntder  that  feat  was  trifling, 

I’ve  introduced  a  new  mode  of  rifling . 

My  method’s  a  sharp  twist,  ( intimates  removing  a  watch  from 
waistco^pocket),  I’ve  tried  the  fun. 

Some  of  my  corps  had  repeaters,  now  they’ve  none. 

IviiNO  He  who  wms  the  trial,  has  his  pick,  no  chaff, 

’Mongst  the  prettiest  girls  for  his  better  half. 

Kil.  Magic  Wm  there  he,  least  so  I’ve  heard  say, 

Six  hit,  the*  seventh  misses  the  target,  eh  ! 

Cas.  (aside)  The^- k^ow  too  much.  Zamiel,  I  want  help  strong  5 
I  want  a  charge  against  Rodolph,  help 

(Note.  —Caspar  here  is  habited  in  long  'policeman  s  coat ,  wearing 
his  scarlet  demons  dress  underneath.) 

Zam.  fyspringdtfh^ough  trap  close  to  Caspar .j  Move  on! 

SONG  AND  CHORUS. 

AiR;— “  Tramp ,  Tramp." 

Rodolph. 

Ob,  my  heart  is  on  the  rack, 

Shall  I  Win  again  a  lack? 

See  howjthat  horrid  Killian  does  the  grand. 

1  feel  sovflreary  now,  I 
To  slhakp  it  cfff  in  vain  try ; 

But  these  mishaps  I  never  yet  could  stand. 

Off,  bffVVf  ljnow  am  march  ng, 

For  seg  they  laugh  at  me  alone ; 

As  I  haVe  loft  this  time,  to  win  would  he  so  line, 

I’ll  go  and-.pt active  shooting  now  at  home. 

Chorus . 

Off,  off,  off,  let’s  all  be  starting. 

See  they  laugh  at  him  alone ; 

As  he  has  lost  this  time,  to  win  he’d  think  so  fine^ 

He  should  go  and  practice  popping  now  at  home. 


SCENE  UL— A  Lonely  Grove.  All  march  off.  Enter  Rodolph 

r.  It.  2  b.) 

Muff,  muff,  0,  what  will  ease  these  agonies  ! 

None  smile  on  me  now,  not  e’en  Agnes.  \_A panes. 3 
Yet  why  be  sad,  to-morrow  must  soon  come, 

If  I  win  the  prize  Agnes  and  I’ll  be  one ; 

And  if  I  lose,  then  all  my  goods  must  pop, 

And  I’ll  tout  for  a  photographic  shop, 

Or  be  artist  myself.  I’ts  sure  to  pay 

Your  carte  de  visite  gents,  here  you  are,  this  way. 

Pitch  my  quarters  in  some  spot  secluded, 

Sell  portraits  three  half-pence,  frames  included; 

Or  I’ll  start  a  railway  of  great  dimensions 
And  spend  all  the  profits  on  extensions. 
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To  build  ships  for  our  navy  I’d  require 
Turret  versus  Broadside  which  best  stands  fire 
To  solve  that  question,  I  should  say,  indeed, 

Cole s  must  stand  fire  far  better  than  a  Reed. 

(Caspar  enters ,  L.  H.,  very  gloomily  disposed.') 

Ah  !  I’ve  just  stepped  in  t^  say  cheer  up  man, 

Don’t  look  glum,  see  how  cheerful  looking  I  am. 

We’ll  have  a  lark  to  night,  you  join  our  laughter, 

Wear  a  smile  if  you  groan  a  little  after , 

You’ll  join  us,  don’t  hesitate.  Quick  for  our  cause. 

Let’s  shake  hands  (takes  Rod’s  hands)  You  consent? 

Rod.  I,  ah - 

Cas.  (looking  at  Rodolph’s  hands)  Awkward  pause,  [paws’] 
Rod.  You’re  mad. 

Cas.  ( singing  a  la  opera)  By  heavens  I’m  not  mad. 

Rod.  What  an  attempt, 

You’re  an  amateur. 

Cas.  I  aim  at  your  consent. 


Duett. — “  Dancing  Mad." — Caspar  and  Rodolph  at  end  of  whioh 

Caspar  exits  k.  h. 


Rod. 


Z  am. 
Rod. 


Zam. 

Rod. 

Zam. 

Rod. 

Zam. 

Rod. 

Zam. 

Rod. 

Zam. 


Rod. 

Zam. 

Rod. 

Zam. 

Rod. 

Zam. 

Rod. 

Zam. 

Rod. 


He’s  off,  as  Hamlet  says,  “What’s  in  an  aim?" 

I’ve  lost  so  much,  I  ne’er  can  lose  a  gain.  (Thunder). 

What  noise  is  that,  if  robbers  should  be  nigh  ? 

Where’s  the  police,  police  ! 

(Zamiel  springs  up  trap.) 

Move  on ! 

Oh,  my ! 

Yes,  it’s  a  policeman,  and  nothing  daunted. 

And  more  marvellous  still,  he’s  here  when  wanted. 

Mister  Policeman,  Police - 

Sir,  to  you 

What's  all  that  noise  ? 

Many  on  ’em.  same  to  you. 

Where’s  your  division  stationed  ? 

Why  below. 

Are  you  a  serjeant? 

An  in  spectre,  oh  ! 

What  a  figure,  symmetry  itself. 

I  own, 

My  cemetery  is  very  well  known, 

Quite  an  agile  member  of  the  force,  I 
Am  a  very  good  vaulter ,  see  me  try  ? 

(Turns  a  Flip  Flap  a  la  Harlequin *) 
That  makes  your  hair  rough,  where’s  your  pocket  comb? 
(aside)  At  our  cat-a  comb  (aloud)  I  can’t  get  a  comb. 

Y ou  came  when  I  called  ? 

I’m  ne’er  off  duty  found. 

How  do  you  travel  ? 

By  the  underground. 

Metropolitan  you  mean. 

Oh,  do  I  ? 

Where’s  your  station  ? 
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Zam. 

Rod, 

Zam 

Rod 


At  Abney  Park,  close  by. 

Well,  here's  tbe  police — -Move  on. 

I  won’t  stir. 

What  do  you  want,  eb  ? 

Don’t  talk  like  that,  sir, 

It’s  rude,  and  if  you  so  insult  me  again, 

I’ll  have  vou  reported  to  Sir  Richard  Mayne  , 

(ZamJiel  looks  terrified ,  trys  to  apologise ,  and  finally  falls  throw: 
v  -J  Vampire.) 

\  He’s  off,  of  Sir  Richard  he  stands  in  dread, 
ih  fact  ha  was  sure  I  mayn’t  what  I  said. 


SONG. 

Air. — “  Phcebe  Dearest 

The  bobby’s  gone  far  away, 

Here  no  longer  will  I  stay. 

I’m  going  to  spend  a  night  \ 
Enjoy  a  glass,  tho’  not  get  tight. 
Agues  ducky,  when  I’m  free, 
Your  Rodolpli  will  visit  thee 
The  marriage  vow  soon  to  take, 
]f  my  gun  makes  no  mistake. 

]f  my  gun  makes  no  mistake. 


{Dance.  Exit.) 


4 

j 


SCENE  IV.— View  of  secluded  spot  near  the  forest.— Inn  h.  ». 

and  benches  n.  H.  Caspar  enters  with  fos  rifle,  looksjound, , 
\  '  repeats  business  with  handkerchief  and  comes  forward . 

(to  aidienoe )  Have  you  seen  him,  he’s  tall  with  his  hair  curl  d, 
Huongs  to  the  bobbies  of  tbe  down-stairs  world. 

He’s  a~  peeler,  he  dogs  my  steps  everywhere, 

When  I  run,  he  runs,  when  I  stop  he’s  there. 

Dodo-ing  my  steps  thus,  will  make  me  callous, 

He’ll  think  I’m  a  pianist  from  Crystal  Palace. 

(Rodolph  enters  Caspar  touches  him.') 

So  comrade,  you’re  very  sad,  you  look  so  queer, 

Be  off! 

What,  go  as  soon  as  I  appear.  , 

But  you  were  laughed  at  by  those  churls  to  ay, 

Because  you  missed  your  mark,  come,  come,  I  say, 

You’re  moping,  you  tho  very  best  of  pais, 

And  such  a  favourite  with  all  the  galls. 


Rod. 

Cas. 


Rod.  Hush ! 

Cas.  Call  for  wine,  don’t  drown  care  in  water, 

Something  expensive,  waiter,  pint  of  Porter. 

(  Waiter  enters  with  glass  and  bottle)  Drink  l 
Waiter.  Brandy  gents. 

Cas.  Rouse  up  mate.  Don’t  be  skittish. 

What’s  this? 

Waiter.  Best  Brandy. 
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Cas  (smelling  it)  Best  British. 

I  like  foreign* 

Rod.  To  make  a  pun’s  that’s  bright, 

Be  likes  foreign  best,  tho’  he’s  a  Brittain 
Cas.  ( seizing  Rodolph’s  hand)  Wright !  i 

(aside)  Conld  I  but  make  him  drink  this  potation, 

When  muddled  I  drag  him  to  the  station, 

Zamiel  help  (to  Rod)  drink  now,  nome  man.  ju&t  one  glass 
Here’s  to  our  comrades,  don’t  let  that  toast  pass;.  / 

Rod.  No,  I  have  my  scruples. 

Cas.  Bah,  they’re  all  sham,  * 

I  have  scruples  too  three  scruples  to  a  dram  (drinks) 

(aside)  Zamiel. 

(Zamiel,  up  trap  quick.) 


Zam.  Move  on.  ^ 

Cas.  Just  take  him,  no  fable, 

(aside)  Make  it  a  case,  drunk  and  incapable.  > 

(Zamiel  sinks  through  trap  after  pantomiming  to  influence 

Rodolph.) 

JHere  come’s  Rollo. 


(Rollo  enters.) 

Rol,  Ah,  here’s  a  jolly  sight. 

Cas.  Here  waiter,  two  threes  gin,  a  screw  and  pipe. 

(They  sit  down  at  table  Casper  e.h.,  Rodolph,  l.h.,  Rollo,  C.) 

Rol.  Or  some  wine,  sherry,  port,  or  M aider  a. 

Or  some  home  made  wine,  gooseberry  made  here. 

Cas.  Or  champagne ,  come  sit  down  and  don't  hinder,  (strikes  Rollo 
Rol.  Champagne,  you’ve  put  a  real  pain  in  my  winder  '. 

I’ll  join  you. 

Cas.  He’s  mine. 

Rod.  I’ll  not  be  neuter. 

Cas.  (to  waiter)  Pint  of  ale, 

Rol.  A  pint  mind, 

Cas.  And  in  the  pewter,  (waiter  brings  ale  Caspar  takes  it) 

An  imperial  pint.  That  point  we  treasure. 

We  of  the  Standard  want  standard  measure. 

Age  before  honesty,  I’ll  my  thirst  assuage. 

Rol.  (takes pot)  Let  honesty  have  a  little  bever  age.  (before  age) 

Cas.  I  had  a  drain. 

Rol.  I  can  see  the  bottom  plain. 

Oh,  yours  is  indeed  a  low  level  drain. 

Now  Rodolph  wake  up,  dreamy  I  declare,' 

Little  work  of  late  and  no  cash  to  spare; 

You  can’t  persuade  me  it’s  poverty  you  fear, 

Your  purse’l  remain  empty  lest  you  Persevere, 

Take  Agnes  for  a  treat,  eli ! 

Rod.  Exactly  so. 

Rol.  You  never  treat  her. 

Rod.  Your’e  wrong  ;  I  do  tho’ 

Once  I  took  her  out  for  her  diversion, 

To  Sheemess  on  a  cheap  sea  excursion. 

Rol.  V\  hy  not  to  Dover,  it's  castle  to  see, 
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Rod.  It  was  Sheerness  from  sheer  necessity  ; 

The  fare  was  two-and-six,  Dover  one  bob  more, 

I  paid  my  fairs  Fare,  and  fared  bad  on  shore, 
Landlord’s  talk  cool,  with  pluck  I  met  the  stormer, 
If  rich - - 

Cas.  Folkstone,  would  be  a  Deal  Walmer. 

Rod.  XTour'e  trying  a  punning  feast. 

Rot,.  V{  ,  .  .  No  fable, 

A.  literary  sandwich  at  a  Wits-table. 

Rod.  r^ou’}e  trying  it,  punning  seems  your  boast, 

Rom  v'\Vc  canter  berry  well  round  the  Kent  C  jast. 

Gas\  %  for  a  song,  tho’  my  head  is  dizzy, 

T’U  be  chairman  of  this  free  and  easy. 

SON  G.— Caspar. 

Air — “  Drinking  Sang,  Oer  Freischutz.'' 
Beer’s  the  stuff  to  make  us  grow, 
Half-and-half  is  all  the  go  ; 

I’ll  be  no  teetotaller,  oh  ! 

Ginger  beer,  I’ll  drink  no  more, 

Penny  bottles  I  abhor ; 

No  water  drinker  then  1 11  b3, 

Brandy  and  gin’s  the  stuff  for  me. 


k 

J 

N 


Rol. 

Cas. 

Rod. 

Cas. 

Rol, 

Cas. 

Rol. 

Cas. 

Rod. 

Rol. 

Rod. 

Cas. 


Caspar.. 

Okee,  pokee,  w'onkee,  fum. 

Ding,  dong,  bell,  pussy  what  fun. 
Stole  a  pig  and  away  he  run, 
Singing,  heigho  !  one,  two,  three. 
How  doth  the  little  busy  bee, 

Let  dogs  de’ight  to  bark  and  bit-. 
That’s  all  I  know,  ha,  ha,  good  ni £ 


night ! 

that  last  chard  again,  you’ll  get  an  encore 
To  strain  a  last  cord ,  would  lose  the  anchor. 

\YeIUufag* 

I  know  it. 

That’s  conceit  in  you. 

I  am  conceited. 

I  can  see  it,  too. 

Here’s  to  Agnes’  health,  you’ll  drink  to  your  bride  ? 

Agnes,  yes  ( drinks ) 

To  our  prince ! 

Again  I’ll  imbibe. 

No  no  more,  I’ve  drank  too  much  -already,  (rises) 

Are  you  going?  (to  Hollo)  leave  him  to  me,  (to  Rod)  steady. 
ROL.  (aside)  I’ll  leave  you  now,  if  you  want  help  I’m  by, 

(aloud)  Good-bye,  Caspar.' 

ROD.  Gocd-bye,  sweetheart,  good-bye! 

Band  plays  afew  bars  of  “Good-bye  Sweetheart, Good-bye.  Lollo  exits. 
Cas.  ^  You’ll  lose  the  prize ;  Agnes  too  in  sorrow, 

Shall  I  ensure  your  success  to-morrow. 

What  would  you  give  ? 

Not  a  single  pin,  Sir. 

To  be  a  Cameron's  Queen's  Prize  Winner. 

I  can  make  it  easily  attainable 

To  hit  all  you  aim  at - 

How  amiable ! 


Rod. 

Cas. 


Rod. 
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Cas. 

Eod. 

Cas. 


Rod 

Cas. 


Rod 

Cas. 

Rod 

Cas. 

Rod 

Cas. 

Rod, 

Cas. 

Rod, 

Cas. 

Rod, 

Cas. 

Rod 


Cas. 

Rod. 

Cas. 

Hod. 

Cas. 


Rod 

Cas. 

Rod. 

Cas. 

Rod. 

Cas. 


Rod. 

Cas. 

Rod, 
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You  wish,  I  know,  to  win  the  prize. 

Rather  ! 

Then  listen  !  but  let  it  go  no  farther, 

I  m  a  spiritualist,  you  know; 

A  medium - 

Oh,  you’re  joking. 

I'm  not  tho’, 

I  can  do  the  Sphynx  and  Basket  Trick  clear 
C whispers )  I’ve  pirated  them  ( cautiously )  this  for  vour 
Private  ear  (Privateer) 

A  fact,  I’m  a  conjuror  in  status. 

Hanky  panky,  without  apparatus. 

Take  a  card,  (Rod.  does)  shuffle,  >ou  see  it  s  all  knack, 

n  ,,  ,  ,  .  (looking  at  the  bottom  card 1) 

Don  t  let  me  see  it,  return  it  to  the  p/ck  ( holds  the  pack 

behind  him.  Rod  q-lv a  feigns  to  return  it  but  retains  it) 
It  s  a  heart  r 

No ! 

Spade? 

No !  ^ 

Diamond  ? 

No! 

xj..,  ,  There’s^ the  rub ! 

Neither  heart,  diamond,  or  spade,  then  it’$  a  cub  ? 

It  must  be  one  of  them,  safe  as  the  bank. 

You  re  a  pretty  conjuror,  it  s  a  blank,  (showing  card) 

As  I  m  no  trump,  why  I’ll  the  number  waive. 

(to  K  rird  the  deUCl With  my  heart'  oh>  you  knave  ! 

)  ce  my  ^re  at  that  bird,  (points  b.  h.) 

(takes  Caspars  rifle)  In  yon  tree  ?  ’ 

Here  goes,  off !  (fires)  missed,  I  knew  how  it  would  be 

A  splendid IT1"  ^  dCad  dmk «  L'  H') 

(turns)  At  the  bird  I  aimed  in  dread 
(  1  A  S  thei’e  Sti11’  but  the  donkey’s _ 

t:lt  shot,  of  as  trathBbee"„r^rT dead- 

round  thc  corne^“icks  *•**• m  *• 
Suck  this  in  your  hat,  it's  a  sigA-of  lick  ; 

-  hat  ball  was  charmed. 

A  charmed  ball,  rubbish,  muck, 

nteyo:::h:zi& g,ve  ,ne  one  »*■»  *«• 

That  all  ? 

t  ,  .  C’est  tout ! 

1  can  obtain  more. 

f  ell  me  how  and  when  ? 

d  In,  night,  I  can  cast  ’em  in  the  Wolf’s  Glen 
d  on  shall  share  ’em  if  with  me  you’ll  go. 


y 

No  ! 


Co  Ja°rd,ksh;:eTll0’fr0m  below  ? 

What  ?  chord ) 
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Cas.  ( apologising )  Slave  I  meant  in  a  new  sense  ; 

Slave  to  love. 

Rod  .  Y ou  don’t  call  love  a  nuisance  ? 

I  doubt  your  cdurage. 

Cas.  That’s  an  insult  meant, 

I’m  full  of  pluck,  I  was  born  at  Pluckley ,  in  Kent. 
List,  if  you  fail  to-morrow,  as  to-day. 

Agnes  is  lost  to  you,  she’ll  die,  1  say. 

Rod.  I  accept.  r 

CaS.  ( hits  him,  on  h^ced)  Oh,  joy! 

Rod.  I  say,  don’t  dp, that, 

I  don’t  like  shearing  but  you’ve  dam-aged  my  hat. 
We  meet  at 


Cas. 


At  twelve,  mi 
It’s  meet  w Qrpi&et, 


(aside)  That  narrow -root 
Zam.  ( aside  to  Caspar) 


the  point, 
or  time  is  out  of  joint; 


Come  b^?fehe  nhmow  route  lest  folks  treat  you  ill. 

v  \  .  ?n  • _ h,'w%  l 


(Zamibl  enters)  will  give  him  his  gruel. 

£idju,  itwrtcws  o<j  '/Aswui;  Well? 

Cas.  (aside)  He’s  thin  of  (strikes  attitude)  that’s  the  tragedy  style. 

How’s  this  for  a  carte  de  viste. 

Zam.  Oh,  vile! 

Exeunt. 


Burlestfce,  Italian  Opera ,  by  the  Company. 


SCENE  \\-y -Interior  of  a  House  in  the  Forest. 

( Hurried  music .  Ent&r  Zamiel  the  inspector.  He  searches  round 

the  room  with  red  bullseye.) 

Zam.  (advancing)  Protection  selected  me  none  better, 

Her  plans  to  dairy  out  to  the  letter. 

This  is  Agnes’i  room,  how  to  influence  her , 

(Pantfmimes  his  satisfaction,) 

{ Making  passes  with  his  hands)  My  influence, 

(sneezes)  Atchoo,  that’s  influenza 


I’ve  caugh 
Oh,  (hoi 
matic. 
I’m  going 
The  police 


So  this  room  is  nigh  the  attic, 

beck)  A  pain  in  this  (a)  part  meant  rheu - 
nt t ; c. 

Wc  lf’s  Glen  for  a  lark, 
tb*ay8  active  after  dark, 

There’s  very  little  amiss  to  me  comes. 

Lobster’s  stand  no  chance  with  us  unboiled  ones. 

Soldier’s  only  find  out  it’s  the  old  sons, 

The  Policeman’s  motto  to  his  mouth  (shews  teeth)  Move  on  ! 

SONG. 

Air  “  Old  hog  or  none." 

I  am  a  nobby  bobby  true, 

A  regular  one  for  fun  ; 

There’s  not  a  thing  I  cannot  do, 
nr  that  I  haven’t  done. 

With  all  the  cooks  I  am  their  spark, 

My  figure  fills  their  eye, 

As  up  the  areas,  when  ’tis.  dark, 

Thty  hand  the  rabbit  pie. 
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Oh,  lor  !  I  think  a  bribe  s  >  funney, 

Policemen  never  do  tali ,3  money. 

Bobby,  peeler,  mutton  stealer,  s  e 
How  the  little  boys  all  laugh ! 

Running  after  me. 

(Dance — exit.) 

Agnes  enters ,  dejected. 

Agnes  Ah,  me  !  mine’s  a  distressing  case,  I  fear, 

And  a  most  distressing  pain  I’ve  here. 

Rodolph,  come  home  with  me,  keep  your  vow. 

To  quarrel  daily,  I  shall  miss  a  row. 

You’ve  hit  at  this  miss,  and  did  miss  her  eye,  ’ 

Oh,  misery,  to  put  this  miss  awry. 

I  love  my  Rodolph,  it’s  a  fact  I  do,  ,  , ' 

I  love  his  nice  figure  and  dress  of  Blue, 

Green,  I  mean,  but  a  girl  should  always  try. 

And  look  blue,  tho’  she  has  green  in  her  eye.  - 
His  jaunty  air  and  noble  look  of  scan. 

His  amber  tie  makes  me  yell  oh,  Be  jaune  .  ‘  / 

I  sigh,  alack,  when  will  Rodolph  come  back  ? 

When  that  Wight’s  here,  there!  nolonger.be  alack  (Black). 

(Ann  enters ,  l.  h.) 

Ann  I  wish  it  was  my  turn  Coz  to  marry , 

Yet  why  look  so  sad. 

Agnes  I  cannot  be  merry. 

Where  can  Rodolph  be,  he’s  ne’er  so  late  in  ? 

A  weight  settles  on  my  heart  whilst  waiting. 

Coz.  have  you  yet  to  our  notary  sent. 

Ann  Remember  you  didn’t  ask  my  consent. 

Agnes  Ah,  true  !  I  ask  it  now,  you’ll  grant  it,  eh. 

Where  can  Rodolph  tarry,  where  can  he  stay. 

Ann  Hush!  the  stairs,  something’s  stirring. 

Agnes  You’re  stareing, 

Whilst  grief  and  joy  this  anxious  bosom’s  tearing. 

’Tis  he,  yes,  my  heart  beats  as  if  ’twould  bm^t> 

If  ’tis  he,  his  nose’ll  enter  that  door  first,  V' 

It’s  a  peculiar  sign,  some’d  say  its  ’ noui , 

But  his  nose  always  knoivs  his  way  about, 

Ah,  the  door  moves,  I  scarce  can  get  my  breath. 

My  heart  is  full,  delay  will  be  my  death. 

Your  favourite  waits.  Have  a  kiss  from  your  bride  ? 

Take  a  ’bus  from  this  angel  who’s  full  inside. 

Rodolph  enters  l.  h.  Agnes  falls  into  his  arms. 

Ann  He’s  your  conductor ,  lucky  handsome  lout, 

With  your  arms  full,  you'll  be  full  in  and  out. 

Agnes  ‘Tis  he,  my  salts,  I  fain  would  faint. 

Rod.  You’re  wrong. 

Don’t  faint  so  heavy,  you  know  I’m  not  strong. 

I  shall  drop  you,  if  you  don’t  drop  this  stall, 

Agnes  That  would  be  the  unkindest  drop  of  all. 

I  knew  ’twas  you  by  the  creaking  of  your  boots. 
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Rod.  Sweet  creakture,  knew  my  features,  by  my  foots. 

Agnes  Why  staid  you  so  long. 

Rod.  *  I  couldn’t  leave  my  pals. 

Such  capital  company. 

A.GNB8,  ( enquringly )  Gents  or  galls. 

You’re  pale,  what’s  the  matter, 

Rod,  A  mere  trifle. 

Agnes  You’ve  been  unsuccessful  with  your  rifle. 

Rod.  No.  yet  I’:n  a  man  of  woe,  and  feel  so  queer, 

Agnes  You  can’t  be  a  husband  and  a  woman  dear. 

Rod.  Let’s  have  an  embrace,  a  squeeze,  do  say  yes. 

Agnes  ( embraces )  We  girls  encourage  freedom  of  the  press. 

You  can  print  one  here 

Rod.  ( kisses  ihtr)  Of  bliss,  a  particle. 

Of  this  BSle’a  Life,  I’d  be  leading  article 
Yet  1  nmst  lftve  you,  dry  its  pretty  eyes, 

To  the  W'&fslGlen  I’m  off  (Agnes  sobs)  Oh,  how  it  sighs. 
Agnes  Ah,  tell  me  why  you’d  seek  that  horrid  Glen. 

Rod.  Goinkf^a  &fa g  clear — Killed  in  the  Fenn. 

Agnes  For  or  fmother  dear  to  see. 

(aside)  heirt's  breaking,  this  (H) artful  lie  stagger*  me 
Rod.  Droop  not'fSir  flower,  I’ll  win  the  prize. 

Agnes  Hush ! 

Rod.  You’ll  hav^  me  then  (kisses  her). 

Vr,  you  make  me  blush. 
fiscreet,  that  kiss  sounded  right  out. 

W  ' 

(drops  to  table  and  extinguishes  candle  ) 

You  may  dbjit  now ;  I’ve  put  the  light  out. 

Oh,  name  the  happy  day,  as  says  the  poet, 

Shall  it  be  to-morrow,  let  me  know  it. 


Agnes  Don’t\mf 
Be  rndre 


Rod. 


A  Walking  up  and  down  stage. 

I  want  a  h$me,  I  want  a  wife  so  true, 

To  help  spend  the  money. 

Agnes  v  ^  j  That  I  can  do. 

Rod.  To  dar*Sml  kiiit  my  hose. 

Agnes  I  Oh,  darn  it  don’t. 

Rod.  To  wait  upTqtei  at  night. 

Agnes  v  Oh,  that  I  won’t 

Rod.  Mend  my  shirts,  sew  my  clothes  howe’er  they  wears. 

I’ll  sow  no  wild  oats ,  if  you’ll  sew  my  tears. 

(Peculiar  music.  Exeunt.) 

'The  following  takes  place  with  the  characters  creeping  about  after 
the  manner  of  a  pantomime  catch-scene.) 

(Zamiel  enters)  Ha,  ha ! 

Cas.  Hallo 

Rollo  Caspar. 

Zam,  (aside)  A  pair  of  bricks. 

Rod.  [to  Bodolph)  Where  have  you  been  ? 

Cas.  (to  Eodolph)  No  where. 

Zam.  You’ll  soon  be  nick’s  (disappears) 

Cas.  (to  Hollo)  D’ye  think  he’ll  go. 
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Kollo  I  am  sure  of  it,  no  fear. 

(Rodolph  enters  L.  H.  soiled  by  Rollo  ) 
Who’s  this  ? 

Rod.  I  Rodolph. 

C as.  The  devil. 

Zam.  ( appears )  I’m  here. 


QUARTETTE. — Aru:  “  The  Poachers." 
Rodolph. 

My  first  appearance  I  shal1  make^ 

At  the  Demon  Foundry  ee  ;  * 

If  it  should  rain,  and  I  out  late, 

Oh,  wet  thro’  1  should  be  e. 

Oh,  who’d  delight  on  a  very  wet  night, 
To  stop  out  and  get  que^r. 


Caspar  and  Rollo. 


/ 


His  first  appearance  h>  will  make,) 

Oh,  I  rub  my  hands  with  gDe. 

I  know  it  will  rain,  won’t  it  mate  ? 

And  wet  thro’  he  will  be  e. 

Oh,  it’s  my  delight,  on  a  stormy  night, 
To  see  folks  looking  queer. 


Zamiel. 

How  readily  they  tske  the  bait 
Its  a  thing  I  like  to  see, 

With  rheumatics  they  soon  will  quake, 
No  shelter  tl  ere  will  be  e, 

Ab,  it’s  my  delight  on  a  watery  night, 
To  see  folks  soaked  and  queer!' 


QUARTETTE. — Ensemble. 

Air  from  Bombastes  Furioso . 

Rod.  I  go,  I  go,  / 

All  dangers  scorning, 

I’ll  be  home,  safe, 

At  three  in  the  morning. 

Zabi.  He  goes,  he  goes, 

I  give  you  warning, 

Either  he  or  you, 

Mine  in  the  morning. 

Caspar  and  Rollo  He  goes,  he  goes, 

His  gall  he’s  fawning, 

When  I  get  him, 

I’ll  give  him  a  warming. 

Dance,  with  comic  figures  in  imitation  of  Princess's  French  dancers. 
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SCENE  VI.— The  Wolfs  Glev.- 
Circle  of  laughing  head  , 

I  don’t  like  bling  by  myself  all  alone. 


Incantation 
Owl,  E.  H. 


Scene.  Caspar  enters 
Large  moon  at  back . 


Cas. 


Zam. 

CaS. 

Zam. 

Cas. 

Zam. 

Cas. 

Zam. 

Cas. 

ZaM. 

Cas. 

Zam. 

Cas. 

Zam. 

Cas. 

Zam. 

Cas. 

Zam. 


Rod. 

Cas. 

Rod. 

Cas. 

Rod. 

Cas. 


(calls)  Zamiel^  I’ve  come  to  cast  the  pills. 

(a  snore)  j  A  groan  ! 

Znmiel  neaiL  perhaps  reporting  at  the  station  ; 

I’ll  call  him  mow  for  the  invocation. 

( goes  centre'and  kneels  with  sword  a  la  Der  Freisehutz .) 

Uh,  Zamiel  oh»  double  X  inspector, 

Area  guardian  a^d  cold  meat  protector. 

Iiumtme  poljttertian,  who  just  in  a  lark, 

Draws  his^jstaff  to>  frighten — vide  Hyde  Park. 

Hear  arid  hoed  ymr  comrade  with  emotion, 

State  he  ikies  noi  require  promotion  ; 

Let  your  royal  blue  live  longer  as  he’s  been, 

He  don’t  like!  the  division  at  Ken  sal  Green . 

(Thunder .  Zamiel  appears.) 

Don’t  swear,  speak  quick  answer  and  tell, 

Who  are  yod  ? - 

I  can’t  answer/ quick  an  sivear  as  well. 

What’s  the  row  ? 

Some  magKM)ili8, 

To  hit  thro’  hills. 

Six  shall  go  wflflre  you  will. 

Seventh  your  apple  cart  spills. 

Let  Rodolph  to-morrow  my  substitute  be. 

You  would  liv^,? 

Tfes,  rather! 

x  Well  let  me  see, 

You’d  live  like'Methusalah  ? 

^  Long  life  I  prize. 

I’d  be  a  Shaksfeare  they  say  he  never  dies. 

No,  my  s&M.  ohk  gtin,  you’re  in  a  row. 

Your  son  of  a  fun,  \hen  let  me  off  now. 

Then  future  cchjrts  yould  take  my  word  as  naught. 

Let  this  gun  offfiftme  shall  hear  a  report. 

I  agree! 

Oh,  joy  ! 

I  could  but  pity  ; 

Rodolph  comes,  you  away,  and  I’ll  be  ditty.  ( exeunt  Loud  crash 
(Rodolph  enters .) 

Casper  is  that  you  ? 

Yes  comrade,  quick  then. 

I’ve  wandered  o’er  the  rocks  to  find  this  glen, 

My  feet  ache  walking  its  quite  a  baker. 

It’s  a  Dreary  I  ane. 

And  makes  a  Long  Acre. 

Come  enter  the  ring  with  me,  don’t  be  shy, 

I’m  going  to  east  the  pills,  here’s  the  die, 

I  shan’t  be  long,  in  fact  no  time ;  don’t  stare, 

I’ru  not  casting  lions  for  Trafalgar  Square. 
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DUET. 

Air — “  Spider  and  Fly  ” 

Cas.  ( coaxingly )  Will  you  walk  into  'this  circle  ? 

Rod.  (declining)  That  circle,  no  not  . 

Cas.  To  cast  the  pills,  the  magic  pills,  will  make  you  win  just  try, 
You  only  have  to  pop  your  head  withinHhis  little  ring, 

The  funny  heads  are  funny  chaps  who  then  to  you  will  sing. 
(coaxingly)  Will  yon,  will  you,  will  you,' will  30U, 

Walk  into  the  ring? 

Will  you,  will  you,  will  you,  will  you, 

Cast  the  pills  and  win  ? 

Rod.  If  I  pop  in  that  circle  ? 

Cas.  R  >dolph  do  and  try. 

Rod.  Shall  I  get  out  again  quite  safe  ? 

Cas.  Honour,  oh  my  eye  ! 

Rod.  '  I’ve  only  just  to  step,  you  say,  that  little  ring  within, 

Cast  the  pills,  and  to-morrow  the  prize  I’m  sure  to  win. 

Will  I  ? 

Cas.  Will  you  ? 

Rod.  Will  I  ? 

Cas.  Will  you? 

Rod.  I  will  keep  my  eye  on - 

Will  I  ? 

Cas.  Will  you  ? 

Rod.  Will  I  ? 

Cas.  Will  you  ?  , 

Rod.  (steps  in  ring )  There  I’m  in. 

Zam.  Mi-on.: 

(Zamiel  suddenly  appears  behind  them  in  orthodox  Zamiel’s  costume .) 

Music.  , 

Cas.  Keep  me  in  your  eye,  I’m  going  to.  cast  fair, 

Mind  your  P's  and  Q’s  it’s  a  cast  peculiar ; 

Of  these  articles  we  have  none  to  spare, 

These  are  choice  relics  and  extremely  rare. 

“  The  Mixture .” 

( Chords  in  the  Orchestra  at  the  end  of  each  charm.) 

Cas.  A  piece  of  Reform  Bill,  just  defeated. 

Rod.  Piece  of  Nelson’s  monument,  near  completed. 

Cas.  Poor  relief  from  a  guardian  in  Bethnal  Green. 

Rod.  A  piece  of  Atlantic  cable  just  laid  clean. 

Cas.  A  soldier’s  share  of  the  Delhi  booty. 

Rod.  Part  of  a  policeman  who  did  his  duty. 

Cas.  A  Fenian  brother  who  invasion  tried. 

Rod.  A  Yarmouth  voter  who  refused  a  bribe. 

Cas.  Surveyor  who  passed  a  ship  safe  to  cross. 

Rod.  A  welsher’s  coat  found  on  Epsom  race  course. 

Cas.  Part  of  Hyde  Park  railings,  smashed  all  to  bits. 

Rod.  Dividend  of  Smash’ em  over  Railway- — nix  ! 

(’as.  Now  for  the  blessing,  magic  pills  pray  come, 

Okoy,  pokey,  wankey  wum  ;  commence  !  (they  cast  balls) 

ONE! 
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(Large  Ball  falls  from  flies  on  Caspar.) 

( Ghost  with  gigantic  figure  One  appears) 

Come  in,  murder  ( to  Rodolph)  wonderful  is  it  not  ? 

Rod.  One  der,  the  ball  always  falls  at  one  o’clock. 

(Cas.  I  TWO ! ! 

Two  Ghosts  enter  with  gtydntic  2’s.  Witch  of  Glen  runs  round  the 

\  circle,  exit. 

Cas.  They’re  coming  h(me,  mind  don’t  let  ’em  see. 

Rod.  These  are  your  ftdencre  from  Colney  Hatch, 

Cas  *  II  Yes ! 


THREE ! ! ! 


... 

( Three  ghosts  enter  withr  targe  figure  3’s.  Caspar’s  wife  and  chil 

jdren  enter.) 

Cas.  My  wife  and  kids  ! 

Rod.  I’ve  kids  in  plenty  to  wear, 

But  these  kids  cost  more  than  half-a-crown  a  pair. 

N.  FOUR  !  !  !  ! 

(Four  Ghosts  with  forged  4’s. — Cries  of  London. — Horrors  of  London 
Street. — Organ-mar\and  Monkey ,  Niggers,  Punch  and  Judy ,  street- 
singers ,  Coster  mongers,  Sandwich-man ,  Brass  Band,  German.) 

Horrors  of  London  streets. 

One’s  forgotten,  slay ! 

Where’s  the  greatest  horror  a  whistling  railway  ? 

Or  that  which  ha^  proved  a  nuisance,  never, 

Water  works  whiejh  work  water  near  a  sewer  ? 

Look  sharp,  here^goes  a  good  one  ! 

y  .  T  FIVE  !  !  !  !  ! 

(At  Five  the  Lemons  hunt  in  the  Moon.) 

>  Five  figures  hearing  5’s. 

Zam.  (without)  \y  ^ve  • 

Rod.  That’s  the  way  to  hunt !  keeping  the  game  alive. 

(  Two  bottles  enter  labelled  Bad  Spirits.) 

Cas.  Bad  spirits,  then  Rodolph  we’re  in  a  fix. 

Rod.  Come  try  again,  I’m  in  a  hurry. 


Cas. 

Rod. 


Cas. 


Cas. 


SIX  !  !  !  1  !  I 


(Six  Ghosts  with  large.  6V,  Clown ,  Harlequin ,  Pantaloon,  and  Columbine * 
v  ‘  enter.) 

Cas.  High  !  go  back,  get  home,  you're  before  your  time. 

You’re  not  wanted  yet,  this  isn’t  a  pantomime. 

Clown  Here  we  are,  ( imitating  Clown  s  actions.) 

Clo.  Here’s  a  bobby,  it’s  all  right. 

Cas  You  know  we  don’t  want  you  till  boxing  night. 

Pantomime  rally.  Casper  casts  bullet  No  7. 
c  SEVEN  !!!!!!! 

(Seven  Ghosts  with  large  7’s,  and  the  whole  of  the  proceeding  numbers, 
all  rush  on.  Tableau.  End  of  Scene.) 
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SCENE  VII. —  1  Common.  Enter  Kilian. 

Kil.  You  must  admit  the  truth  of  my  remark, 

If  the  Prince  finds  no  better  shot  ’fore  dark. 

I  shall  be  champion  against  all  comers, 

For  folks  to  beat  me,  they  must  be  stunners. 


Kil. 

Rod. 

Kil. 

Rod. 

Kil. 


Rod. 


SONG — Killian. 

Air  :  “Meet  me  in  the  Lane  when  the  Clock  strikes  Nine 
( Introduced  for  Miss  Warden .) 

Rod,  ( enters )  You’re  no  champion,  prove  your  skill. 

Kil.  Who  then,  pray? 

Rod.  I  am,  I’ve  fired  three  marvelous  shots  to  day, 

From  this  Breech  Loader. 

Don’t  get  Breeching  there, 

Breech  loaders  a  load  Parliament  can’t  hear. 

’Tis  needless  to  say  what  great  things  its  done. 

’Tis  sharp  as  needle 

Oh,  a  needle  gun. 

Its  not  fair. 

’Twas  first  offer’d  you. 

Don’t  mention, 

Our  guv’ment  didn’t  see  ought  in  the  invention. 

But  when  that  gun  in  war,  bid  Austria’s  power  halt, 
England  wonders  and  dares  not  own  her  fault. 

The  time  has  come  at  last,  if  as  you  say, 

You’re  best  shot,  try  and  win  the  prize  to-day. 

mi  •  ( Exit .) 

lhe  prize,  sad  chap ,  for  Agnes  is  the  stake, 

A  misstake  of  mine,  and  he’ll  that  miss  take 
For  better  or  worse ,  his  Agnes  looking  for, 

He  may  find  her  worse  than  he  took  her  for 
I’ve  one  piece  left  of  those  Caspar  last  night  had, 

I’d  four,  he  three,  seven  was  the  number  sad 
This  morn  ’fore  the  Prince,  all  eyes  on  me  bent  er, 

Three  shots  to  the  Bull's-eye  straight  I  sent  er. 

The  one  to  win  the  prize  with,  I  have  still, 

I  d  shoot  now,  but  have  no  other  magic  pill. 

C enters )  Ah,  have  you  any  of  those  pTlls  to  spare  ? 

You  re  covetous,  you  had  four  as  your  share. 

I’d  have  more,  forgive  my  selfishness. 

T  ,  .  .  .  Dunce. 

I  can  t  forgive  again.  I  four  gave  once. 

Kollo  (enters  to  Rod.)  The  Prince  wishes  to  sec  you  shoot  once 
Pod.  Alas,  tell  the  Prince  his  wishes  are  1  iw. 

Rollo  A  good  shot  like  you  should  be  enrolled, 

Mongst  his  Bohemian  soldiers,  free  and  bold. 

The  army ,  I  decline. 

You  ’re  so  nervous. 

With  Agnes  1 11  join  the  marry  time  service. 

I  have  but  one  pill  left. 

Give  that  to  me. 


Cas. 

Cas. 

Rod 

Cas. 


Rod. 

Cas 

Rod. 

Cas. 

Rod. 


more 
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Cas.  You  need  it. 

"Rod.  ( kneels )  Yes,  I  ask  on  bended  knee. 


Cas.  No. 

Hod.  Then  to  this  my  last  pill  I’ll  trust  hard. 

Cas.  (aside)  You’ll  get  Pepper ,  when  the  folks  are  mustered 
(to  Rollo)  I  feel  faint,  I  want  air. 

Rollo  |  Steady, 

Wtyitjair,  you’re  in  the  utmost jear  already, 

TRIO.— Air  :  “  Who’s  for  the  Bank." 


Rodolph. 


\ 


4 

\ 


Now  be  a  friend,  come,  come,  I  say, 
Another  you  can  spare, 

You  said  you’d  aid  me,  come  along, 

And  act  upon  the  square. 

Rollo. 

Now’  if  to  win  the  prize  you  fail, 

You  will  no  wedding  see. 

What  then  of  Agnes  will  become, 

The  girl  you  love  to  see. 

Ensemble. 

Rodolph. 

Oh,  fie !  my  stars  I’ll  thank, 

If  my  sliot  will  go  the  right  way. 

Oh,  my,  I’d  give  a  bank, 

To  have  luck  to-day. 

Rollo. 

Oh,  fie  i  yourself  to  thank, 

Stand  up  Caspar,  you’re  queer  to-day. 

Oh,  my,  you’ve  too  much  dt  ank, 

In  bed  you’d  better  stay. 


Caspar. 

Oh,  mv  !  IV  got  the  cramp. 

Don’t  I  look  ill,  some  physic  pray. 
Oh  my  !  take  away  the  cramp, 

I’ve  had  it  all  the  day. 


(AU  dance  off— Caspar  returns.) 


Cas  Fool,  six  of  these  famed  pills  the  mark  well  strikes, 

Here  goes  sixth  (fires)  the  seventh  goes  were  Zaimel  likes. 
And  that  one  he  has  left,  I  laugh  outright.  > 

Joy — Revenge — Ah  !  ha,  he,  Rodolph,  good  nig  it. 


(Agnes,  Ann  and  Bridesmaids  enters.) 
Ann  Agnes,  the  time  draws  nigh.^  ^  ^ 

Aones^^  jon,t  fce]  comfortable  in  these  clothei. 

Is  my  face  red,  how  do  I  look  below  i 
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An«  A  good  advertisement  for  a  clothes  depot. 

Rollo  {enters)  As  messenger  I’m  set  up  from  the  Princt 
Break  up  the  form  your  not  to  dress  in  Prints , 

But  in  pure  white,  of  innocence  the  type. 

Agnes  .  '  Yes. 

Rollo  This  rose,  said  he,  to  her  heart  letter  press. 

Don’t  halt-a,  but  bring  her  to  Rodolph. 

Agnes  A  vaunt, 

Rollo  He’d  lead  you  to  the  altar.  D’ye  think  he  vont  (font.) 
Agnes  Ah,  the  marriage  knot  tho’,  will  soon  be  tied, 

Rodolpb  as  bridegroom,  and  I  shall  be  bride. 

How  the  girls  will  envy,  how  the  men  will  stare, 

The  papers’ll  note  my  dress,  and  matchless  hair. 

“  The  bride  looked  charming,”  that’s  how  they  report. 
They’re  sure  to  say  so  of  me,  and  so  they  ought. 

My  heart  goes  Pit  a  Pat,  a  Tear ,  oh,  fie, 

A  second  tear,  now  puts  this  gall  awry , 

An  n  How’s  your  voice,  you’ll  be  asked  to  sing,  of  course. 
Agnes  The  thoughts  of  marenge  make  me  feel  quit®  hoarse. 
Ann  Try. 

(Agnes  sings.)  Do,  ra,  me.  I’ve  a  cold. 

Ann  Oh,  be  off! 

Rol.  That’s  a  wrong  key. 

Agnes  ( coughs )  Ugh  !  I  can’t  help  a  key  of  (cough). 

Ah,  Rodolph  he  calls  me  his  dear  Lamb. 

^0L-  Of  course ; 

Flattery,  when  he  said  Lamb ,  he  mint  sauce. 

Ann.  Rodolph  will  be  waiting  and  anxious  feel. 

Agnes  He’ll  ring  this  belie  once,  an  act  he  can’t  repeal. 

Do. I  look  nice,  the  time  draws  near  to  be  a  wife, 

This  is  the  most  awkward  moment  of  one’s  life.  ' 

(Agnes  aud  Ann  exit.) 


SON-  G.— Rollo. 
Air  : — “  Dandy  Jake." 


Now  if  Rodolph  should  win  the  trial  shot, 

_  _  The  trial  shot!  the’ trial  shot! 

Oh,  wont  Caspar  just  get  it  rather  hot, 

From  the  policeman,  oh  ! 

Instead  of  jolly  oh  !  so  melancholv,  oh  ! 

I  long  to  see  him,  no  mistake, 

In  the  hands  of  the  policeman  great. 

(Dance.) 

So  Agnes  dressed  all  in  her  best  clothes, 

Her  best  clothes,  her  best  cloth- s, 
lo  bs  married  m  first  rate  style,  I  suppose. 

r  .  ,  „  .  „  0h  my.  does  Caspar  know, 

Instead  of  jolly  oh  !  etc.,  etc. 

(Dance  and  exit.) 
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SCENE  YIII. —  The  Crystal  Palace ,  Sydenham.— Fete  day  of  the 

,  Foresters.  — Foresters  Brass  °h 

Military  Evolutions  by  Ladies  of  Ballet.— Statute  L.  H. 

Prince  enters  attended  by  Kuno  and  Killian.  All  shout. 

Prince  Our  best  thanks  to  all,  this  friendly  greeting, 

Assures  us  of  a  successful  meeting. 

\  At  this  palace  you’ve  been  so  quiet  I  d  tear 
*  v  To  introduce  e’en  one  Palace-man  here, 

'  There’s  been  no  fights,  manual  power  to  test-a, 

No  complaints  of  damaged  organ  or  chest-a  (orchestra 

SON  G.-Prince 

Air  : — “  Motto  for  every  Man." 

As  prince  of  this  country  I’ve  offered  a  prize, 

In  cash,  and  a  young. bride  to  boot, 

'To  he  who  can  surely  hit  the  bun  s-eye, 

And  teach  mv  young  huntsmen  to  shoot. 

Yes  !  this  is  the  day !  this  day  will  decide. 

Who  values  the  prize,  and  who  s  callous. 

We’ll  drink  success  to  this  Forester  s  iete, 

Held  at  our  own  Crystal  Palace.  . 

4,  the  dav  goes,  the  candidates  arriving, 

And  each^one  to  his  neighbour’s  chance  callous, 

None  care  to  lose,  the  prize  is  worth  striving, 

TTverv  0116  TV^'Uld  liko  to  win,  . 

^  The  prize  at  our  Crystal  Palace. 

v'Cjiorvs. — As  the  day  goes,  etc. 

{Enter  Caspar.) 

(,„  RoLJ.o)  Good  Morning,  fine  day.  I  thought  it  cS  mil, 
The  fete  day  of  our  order,  to  be  a  swell. 

How  dor 

5^gL°  FlD"  gr0Un&ives  one  an  appetite 

In  fact  I  think  I  could  be  happy  tight. 

I’m  precious  hungry,  there’s  such  a  mimber  here, 

Thav’ve  eaten  all  the  food,  its  starvation  clear. 

Kollo  No  sandwiches,  gazing  around- to  live  here  l  wis  cou 
C as.  To  live  at  Sydenham,  1  can’t  knaw  wooa  (A  oruood.) 
Prince  Kuno,  tell  Rodolph  to  keep  quite  alone, 

Kuno  Great  Prince,  my  Rodolph  is  a  gem,  I  own, 

A  iewel  (i)  you’ll  hear  his  voice,  a  precious  tone. 

Cas.  la&ide)  ^here’s  the  girl— Zamiel  are  you  reaay  . 

Zam.  ( behind )  Yes,  yes. 

Foresters  retire  centre. 

( ■  AS  He’s  yours,  he’ll  drain  the  hitter  cup, 

I  ihould  like  a  drain  to  keep  my  courage  up 
Gets  up  behind  statue. 

Behind  this  statue  I  can  see  and  hear  all, 

Ar  d  none  will  know  I’m  here  if  I  don  t  tall. 

Where’s  Agnes?  with  the  head  off  I’ll  observe  her. 

(Mts  statues  head)  I’ll  he  head  hitter  of  a  new  observer. 


Cas. 
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{Knocks  htad  off  statue  and  puts  his  own  head  in  the  place  of  the 

one  knocked  off.) 

Cas.  It’s  a  broken  statue  now.  But  folks  won’t  stare. 

They  re  used  to  this  sort  of  thing  in  Leicester  Square. 

Prince,  Rodolph,  and  Huntsmen  come  forward. 

Rod.  Should  my  rifle  fail,  this  pill  will  hit  sure 
My  guns  a  nuisance ,  a  reglar  small  bore. 

My  friends  have  left  me  and  it  seems  about 
This  Magic  Ball  has  put  them  to  the  rout. 

Prince  The  bridal  party,  see  the  bride  is  there. 


(Enter  Agnes,  Ann,  and  Bridae  Part*.) 

Ah  !  ah !  Rodolph,  your  choice  indeed  is  fair. 

Ibis  Flower  I’m  gar  ding  will  reward  your  deeds. 

Rollo  (aside)  That  Flower  will  be  choked  in  widow’s  weeds. 
prince  With  such  a  treat  why  look  so  suicidal, 

A  Bridegroom  should  understand  a  Bridle  (bridal). 

Prepare  the  trial  (to  Agnes)  sit  by  me  on  this  stone 
My  charming  creature  (kisses  her ) 

Cas.  from  behind  statue.  Let  the  girl  alone. 

rince  Who  spoke.,  come  Rodolph  prepare  (to  Agnes)  sweet,  drav 
nigti.  ( Kisses  her ) 

Rod.  going  to  Prince  I  can  do  kissing  enough  by  and  bye, 
Prince  (points  to  statue )  Your  to  hit  that  statue’s  nose,  no  puffing 
All  hits  outside  the  mark  go  fornuffin. 

Take  aim  at  three,  fire,  now  steady — all  peace. 

One — two — three. 


(Rodolph  fires,  hits  Caspar  on  Statue.) 

Cas.  comes  out)  Ah,  thieves,  fire,  murder,  police. 

Prince  Who’s  caused  this 

°AS'  The  ball  struck  Zamiel,  or  his  myrmidous  ? 

Rollo  Where  ? 

Gas.  Oh,  my  last  new  sitten  ems  (Sydenliams). 

Prince  Rodolph,  whence  this  attack  on  a  hireling. 

Cas,  Make  him  pay  a  heavy  tax  for  firing, 

Yet  ’twas  my  fault  Prince  of  Bohemia’s  sway, 
Rodolph  has  fired  all  magic  pills  to  day, 

He  was  led  by  me  to  cast  leaden  pills 
In  the  Wolfs  Glen,  to  save  his  leddy  from  ill 
Prince  For  this  bad  conduct,  hear  your  fate. 

Six  months  you  must  in  a  pawn  shop  pass.  ”  * 

What  think  you  of  our  orders. 

T  „  You’ve  hit  it. 

its  alter  seven — orders  not  admitted. 

I  can  t  redeem  myself  from  pawn,  so  wicket 
A  bargain  going  cheap. 

,  7.  .  7  ,  v  How  much  the  ticket  ? 

Zam.  ( disguised ,  enters)  I  will  buy  it. 

Cas-  „r.  You  want  it  old  Foggie 

W  ho  are  you? 


Rod. 

Cas. 

Rod. 
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Zam.  ( throws  off  disguise )  Move  on. 

Cas.  running  away  Oli,  my,  old  Boggie. 

Zam.  ( seizes  him)  Come,  down,  down,  with  me  to - 

Kollo  Oh  !  fie  for  shame. 

Zam.  Ah,  ah  !  go  to - 

Cab.  ( touching  Zamiel)  Pray  don’t  mention  the  name. 

Prince  (to  Zam.  In  the  op’ra  Caspar  descends  ’tis  clear, 

Forgive  h?m,  I  hope  he’ll  go  down  well  here  (to  audience ) 
Zam.  No,  heVust  sink  with  red  fire — no  objection, 

Cas.  Not  thWe  ( points  below)  here  {to  audience)  Let’s  have  a 
warm  We'eption. 

Zam.  Th^PoJcfs  have  will’d  it. 

Kollo  .  f  Parks,  then  you’re  too  late, 

The  Parks  and  Peelers ,  haven’t  been  friends  of  late. 

Rod.  If  your^fiffn,  we’ll  save  him,  persuasion  failing 

You  talk  of  Parks ,  we’ll  soon  put  down  your  railing. 

Agnes  (to  ,Zam.)  I  et  me  try  ;  resist  not  youth  and  beauty. 

Zam.  I  yiekij  Peelers  are  but  men  on  duty, 

TheydNye  cooks,  are  light-hearted,  tho’  hated, 

Well  policemen  are  all  areated 
Know,  a  Fairy  Bobby’s  my  right  station. 

Prince  If  not  k  demon,  why  this  demonstration  ? 

(Fairy  Protection  enters.) 

He’s  thusjthat  Caspar  might  a  lesson  learn, 

Vice  be  thwarted,  and  into  virtue  turn. 

He  has  succeeded  well  and  cleared  his  name, 

He’s  welcome  to  our  Fairy  Halls  again. 

Farewell  to  friends  we  hope  to  meet  anon. 

Prince  Farewell!  f 
Agnes  \  Adieu! 

Rod.  j  Goodbye! 

Cas.  \.  J  Ta,  Ta ! 

Zam.  Move  on. 

FINALE. 

Air; — “  Crown  Diamonds .” 

Rod.  Our  story’s  done, 

And  if  our  fun, 

Should  send  you  smiling  from  the  doors. 

Our  object’s  gained, 

If  we  have  claimed, 

And  justly  earred  your  kind  appLuse. 

Then  let  us  feel, 

Our  triumph’s  real, 

And  join  your  hands  in  clapping,  so —clapping  h9,nds. 

Our  burlesque's  a  hit, 

Box,  gallery,  pit, 

Proclaim  the  same  with  loud  bravo. 

Chorus 

Our  story’s  done,  etc.,  etc. 


CURTAIN. 


